The George Sand-

"One evening, expected by Hortense,
Having his eyes fixed on the clock,
And feeling his heart beat with eager throbs,
Young Alfred dried up with impatience."
(M6moires de I'Academie de

LXXIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 5 December, 1867

Your old troubadour is no good, I admit it. He has been
working like an ox to have the money to go away with this
winter to the gulf of Juan, and at the moment of leaving he
would like to stay behind. He is worried at leaving his children
and the little Aurore, but he suffers with the cold, he fears
anemia, and he thinks he is doing his duty in going to find a
land which the snow does not render impracticable, and a sky
under which one can breathe without having dagger-thrusts in
one's lungs.

So you see.

He has thought of you, probably much more than you think
of him; for he has stupid and easy work, and his thoughts
run elsewhere very far from him, and from his task, when his
hand is weary of writing. As for you, you work for truth,
and you become absorbed, and you have not heard my spirit,
which more than once has tapped at your study door to say to
you: "It is I." Or else you have said: "It is a spirit tapping,
let him go to the devil I"

Aren't you coming to Paris ? I am going there between the
15th and the 20th. I shall stay there only a few days, and then
flee to Cannes. Will you be there? God grant it! On the
whole I am pretty well; I am furious with you for not wanting
to come to Nohant; I won't reproach you for I don't know
how. I have scribbled a lot; my children are always good and
kind to me in every sense of the word. Aurore is a love.
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